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The danger is lest the development of the educational side of Toynbee Hall may lead some students to think that education is the end in view, and leave them satisfied with the joy they are finding for themselves and with their own growing power to choose the good and refuse the evil. The safeguard against this danger is the memory of the object for which all the teaching has been given. . .
The object is that there may not be so many wretched, homeless people on Commercial Street doorsteps, so many unemployed half-fed in their single-roomed homes, so many neighbours full of envy, hatred, and uncharitableness ; that work may not be so destructive of mind, and that the problem of capital and labour may not be settled by bullets. The memory of this object will make students feel in honour bound to become servants. The acceptance of the teaching will be to them as the acceptance of the Queen's shilling by which the receivers are pledged to be loyal fighters on her side.
If any man or woman asks " What can I do ? " Mrs. Barnett and I would be ill-fitted for the place we occupy if we could give no answer. The Warden of Toynbee Hall is not a head of an Educational Institute; he is a director of enthusiasm disciplined for the service of East London. Study and service should be the watchword of those who belong to this centre of education.
To me, with a thousand interwoven memories, it has been deeply interesting to give, however sketchily, the story of thirty years' eilorts to obtain, higher teaching in East London, the success of which justified Mr. Barnett's faith in the appreciation of the democracy for the best. But lie affirmed that the best must bo supplied before it could be demanded, and to supply it in such attractive forms as to create a demand he worked unremittingly. Indeed, all through our forty years of life together, the only occasions of disagreement arose from Ms overwork, and among its chief causes was the provision of higher education. Even in the last few years whoa his health was frail and fatigue brought on a heart attack, he never deserted the committees which strove for higher education, and many anxious times have I spent sitting in the ear waiting for him in the great courtyard of University College, where some of the meetings were held.